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Uncharted, lost these hundred years,
Rests in the keeping of the sea
The secret of the buccaneers.

Parnished and soiled with rust and mold,
Heap jeweled poignards, musketoons,
3jlks, sacramental cups of gold,
Ingots and pesos and doubloons.

A fathom deep beneath the sand
The live gems, blood-stained, beam at.

urn
And wait the lost adventurer's hand,
The midmight hail, the crew’s return,
.

femembering the torches’ flare
When Bluckbeard brought
ashore,
tandmarked the spot and sunk them there,

the chests

L'E from the phosphorescent sea
A phantom craft makes for the bight
And anchors off the ghostly Keys

And all the fierce dead fighting men

From deep-sea grave or gibbet-chaia
Riot upon the beach again, :
As when they bled the Spanish Main,

But when the dawn wind gives the sign
Back to the dark the shades retire,
Trailing along the shuddering brine
A wake of evanescent fire.

And silence on that haunted shore
Renews her endless reign alone,
Pulsed by the long tide's rising roar,
The surf's withdrawing monotone.
—Youth's Companion.

Beat back to sea—and comes no more.
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HER MOTHER’S
PRIVATE SECRETARY,.

NORA.

IRIAM,” said Mrs. Oldfield, |

“there is just one more

letter .to write, I have
left it till the last because
it will let you into a family secvet; a
rery happy one, dear.”

The mother smiled fondly at the
handsome daughter, who sat in a low
shalr at bher side. The girl's face
fushed, she bent her head over a note-
bock which lay in her lap, and turned
a pencil nervously between her fingers,
The soft autumn bre 'roin the open
window blew lher brown halr into ten-
irils, and it clustered softly about her
white neck. The mother sat for a mo-
ment, watching a rosy fush up
& the white forehead.

“Jg there no chance for Arthur, Mi-
slam ¥ she asked gently,

The girl lifted her head with an
baughty gesture—it was an odd move-
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Jnent which characterized her as a
child. The mother had often laughed
at it in the little girl; now the pose

seemed to belong sunerbly to tho tall,
splendid woman, Miriam looked into
the loving eyes bent upon her an
shook her head with perfect doclsion
Mrs, Oldfield smiled.

“Well! to the letter, denr.” she said,
“Address it to Robinson W, Haw
Esq., 242 St. James DBuilding,
York.”

Miriam's fingers moved quiveringly
across the paper.

“My Dear Mr, Hawley.”

“Irs, Oldfield paused ond put her
hand across her eyes as I she were
thinking.

“This Is not an easy letter to write,
Miriam, It is bard to give away one
of your own, no matter how much you
trust a man.”

The girl sat gazing into the sunshiny
garden,

“It is just like one of mother's droll,
original little tricks to brpak the news
to me in this fashion,” she thought
“Mother never does anything as one
would expect her to.”” A smile hovered
about her lips while ghe put into rapid
ghorthand characters her mother's die-
tation,

“I can assure you, my dear Mr, Haw-
ley, of the complete surprise your let-
ter brought to me. Of course, I say
yes, since the happiness of one so near
and so dear to me is bound up ip such
an answer. No one so well ag I can
tell you how wisgely you have chosen a
wife. The loss in our home of one who
is so dearly loved I cannot yet realize,
but I know that when I give to you my
gister Elizabeth, I—"

Mirlam dropped her psneil and gazed
at her mother with a whitening face,
She sprang suddeniy to her feet, The
notebook fell to the fioor,

“Mother!” she cried, with
sobbing breath, “do yon mean Eliza-
beth—our Elizabeth——%" '

“Yeg, dear,” sald Mrs,
“hadn’t you guessed {t?"

“My—aunt—Elizabeth?' The
question was a plteous whisper.

“My daughter!” cried mother,
‘“svhat is the matter?”

Miriam had sunk upon the low chalr
The mother drew her gently to hLer
arms as If she were a child again and
caresged the ripping brown hair,

“Doesn’'t it maks you happy, Mi-
rlam?’ she asked. *“I think it would,
dear, If you knew him as wull as we
do.”

“He is—he I8 not worthy of Aunt
Elizabeth!" eried the girl paszionately.

“Miriam, what do you kunow about
Mr. Hawley? You have never met
him."”

“I know-but nobody Is good ens
for Aunt Elizabeth, Mother, please
excuse your private I'm
going for a tramp. I've got to be used |
to being left nlone in the family.” |

[

Oldfield,
girl's

the

secletary.

Mrs, Oldfield sat the
country road atfter the retreating figure
of her daughter. Mirviam
ure of moods, occasionally thouzhifual
but oftener merry and radiating zun
ghine, *“Was it jealousy?' thought the |
mother wonderinglz.

gnzing down

was a creat- |

Her sister, Lliza-|

beth, who was only two years older|

than her own daughter, had come into
her home at their mother's deat
the children had grown up
with such a bond of affection as exists
between few sisters, Mrs, Oldfield Liad
rare wisdom 2 ‘the traging of chil
dren, In Elizabeth she foundd one tem-
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tosret her

formed chirography, buat with the neat-
ness of an experienced bookkzeper,
Social notes and family correspondence
were frequently trusted to the enthu-
glastie little girl. Before sho went into
high school she had begun to make her-
self indispensable to her niother, from
whom club cireles and soclety exacted
large dues. In school the girl added
eagerly to her other studies a portien
of a business eduecation and a domestic
geience training, Her one thought was

how to make hersolf as valuable as pos-

sible, her mother's private secretary.
She bad returned from her four years
at college with a poise of manner and
an executive ability in household and
social affatrs which astonished even the
mother Her nature was a large, gen-
erous, gracious one, and Mrs, Oldfield
felt puzzled over the girl's strange out-
burst of feeling. She was sure she was
too great-hearted for jealousy: it could
pot be that, It must be the thought of
parting. She wished now that she had
hroken the news wmove tactfully, She
Lad imagined Miriam would accept it
with delight, She turned to her desk
to write the letter to Mr. Hawley her-
self, She sighed while she folded the
sheet and put it lingeringly in the en-
velope, It hurt her to think of the
breaking up of the home circle and of
Miriam's grief.

The girl returned {rom her tramp In
time for luncheon. The bracing fall
air and wind had blown a magaiticent
color into her cheeks and whipped the
rebellions strands of her hair into clus-
tering curls, but there was a new
thoughtfulness and a shade of trouble
about the glowing face which the
mother felt rather than saw. She did
not speak again of the prospective wed-
ding, tactfully setting it aside for other
topics. Late in the afternoon Mrs, Old-
field drove to the depot to meet her
voung sister, who was returning from
a few days' visit in Boston,

“Do not speak to Miriam of the en-
gagement,” said Mrs., Oldfield, while
the horse jogged leisurely homewnrd,

“Why?" asked Elizabeth, with sur-
prise,

“She feels the brealiing of sisterly
ties far more than I had any idea she
would. I have seldom seen her give
way so completely as she did to-day.
Let her come to you to talk it over
when she feels like it,”

That night Miriam came. Elizabeth
sat enrled up in a big chair before a
erackling wood fire, She was a luxu-
rious creature, who loved warmth and
color and beauty. B8he had tossed a
fow driftwoed ameng the
glowing embers, Long tongues of blue
and green flame shot up like a weird
iHlumination, Miriam drew a low chair
in front of the hearth and wrapped her
arms about her knees, It was another
childish pose which had clung to her,
Elizabeth smiled when she noticed it,

“I suppose you are very happy, Ellz-
abeth?' sald the girl slowly, “and 1
ought to say all sorts of lovely things
to make you—happier. That Is the cus-
tom, s it not?"”

“Yes, only I want you to feel your
congratulations, Miriam. You will, I
think, when you come to know Robin--
as well as T do.”

“Tell me all about it—where you met
bim, when you were engaged and--
everything.”

Elizabeth smiled happily.

“I met Rob two years ago In Switz.
erland, whken your mother and I were
conching with the Haomiltons, I went
hack to my studies In Paris. We cor-
responded In a friendly sort of way un.
til last spring. One alternoon when I
aft Marcheri's he was walting for me
on the sidewalk, I had fancled him in
Americn; I could not belleve for a min-

sticks of

ute it was Robin, That evening he
sked mae to marry him, We azreed to
0o it a secrot, He is asgociated In
ueiness with an old unele who does
m to marry, and I 'Bliz

laughed blithely 1, T had
talked so idiotically for years about
! (dded to my art that I—well, 1
feel like announeing our en-
nt immediately, I did not tell
Anpa.”
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“SWhen Jid Mr. Hawley go to Paris?”
1sked Mirlam slowly.

“Early in April,” said Elizaheth

“It was in March, wasn't it, that the

perament. The child cared for nothing| PAPers told of your inheriting Grand

but musle. 8o every advantage had
been given her. Her own daughter

had shown such a wonderful love of
housekeeping that in ber training the
mother carried out some thoroughly
oviginal ideas, As soon o8 the little
girl Jearned to write intelligently she |
had preudly taken the place of lher)
mothet's private secretary. When in-
vitations had to be sent out they were
written in a blg, boid, ehildish hand
The housekeeping accounts were hal:
suced each week ‘o the same un:

o

wmother Welrs's fortun

“Shame on you, Mirlam!" cried the
elder girl, angrily. She jumped from
the chair and drew herself to a full,
slender height,

“Elizabeth, do not be angry!" plead-
ed ber niece. “I want to be quile sure
tive man who takes you away from our
home is worthy of you.”

“He e, said Elizabeth decidedly.
“My money does not come into Rob's
conslderation. He will be a wealthy
wap himself at his uncle's death.

hand cgainsy her clieek and patted it
gently.,

“I'm forgiven, am I not

“You're au uncomfortably exacting
person,” cried Ellzabeth; “besides, It is
so unflattering, you know: don't you
imagine a man could find something
about myself to love as well as my
noney "

“Yes,"” replied Miriam declsively,
“there I8 so much about you to love
that I should wish him to yuite forget
the money.”

“Rob does,” sald Elizabeth,

0 want to tell yon something of a
little romance of my own."”

“Oh, I'm so glad! .1s it Arthor?"

“1t is not Arthur,” said the younger
glil resolutely. I do not think it ever
will be Arthur, It was—soinebody cise
—years ago,”

“How many years ago?" Elizabeth
langhed zally.

“Years and years and years ago, it
seems to me” Miriam spoke in a low
voice., *I was very young then and
very credulous and very unwise. The
yvear mother took you to Europe, when
I was a junior at college, I was left,
you remember, at Uncle Sperry’s, At
a picnie one day I met a young man
from Boston., He was handsome and
fazcineting and—different from anyone
I had ever known, I thought it was ro-
mantic to have a secret,. We got en-
gaged. I had only.seen him twice since
that time—when [ have be2n at Uncie
Sperry’s. We have corresponded regu-
larly. I had a letter from him two
days ago. He satd he was coming to
see my mother next wweek, I was so
happy. Then—yesterday mother dic-
tated o letter to me—for him, At first
[ thought it was her droil way of
doing things, giving us lovely surprises
as she sometimes does, Then—"

Elizabeth had risen to her feet again.
She was loocking down with frightened
wide-open eyes at her niece,

“Who was he?' she asked Ia a whis.
per.

Miriam put her hand to her throat.
She drew out a slender chaln and
slipped from it a gold locket. She
opened 1t and handed it to Elizabetl,

“Robin!" erled the girl in a choking
voice, Then she sank back in the chair
and covered her face with Ler hands,
The locket tinkled to the ficor. Miriam
stooped and picked it up, then she
tossed it into a litle cave of red em-

g

bers, Around it the blue and green
flames of the driftwood leaped glee-
fully.
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Last June I was a guest at a beaut!.
ful church wedding, I arrived early.
There was a long wait in the flower-
adorned church. I could not help hear-
ing n conversation cloge to my ear.

“Miriam ought to be one of the mnst
beautiful brides who ever entered this
church,"” sald one woman,

“And one of the happiest. Still, I
never tancied'she would marry Arthur
Rutledge. He simply waited devotedly,
determined she would marry him."”

“She loves him to-day, I believe, as
he does her. 3he will make a remark-
ably good wife, her mother has given
her such a splendid training., She
ought to be a power gogially in Albany,
where Arthur goes to the Senate this
fall. There is nothing in the way of
home affairs that Miriam is not thor-
oughly familiar with., She has a way
with servants that makes them adore
her, I once had a girl from the Old.
field house who quoted Miss Miriam
to me constantly. She has all sorts of
traits that make servants love her., She
Is cousiderate of their comfort, and al-
woys looking out to give them a bit of
pleasure or an outing when she can,
yvet I think from something this Ellen
of mine once sald, half their respect
and adoration of Miriam I8 because she
knows as well or better than even her
servants do how every kind of work
should be done; that, I suppose, came
from the training she took (2 domestie
sclence.”

“Yos, and partly from her mother’s
fine common-3ense upbringing.”

“That’s true. What a different fu-
ture Miriam has from her pretty little
aunt, Mrs. Hawley, You never knew
her, did you?”

*“No."”

“She was a little heauty, and had a
magnificent voice which she had cultl-
vated in Parls, and her grandmother
left her a fortune, Mr. Hawley—the
New York man she married—spent her
fortune and then treated her badly.
She left him and went on the concert
stage. Last winter her singing made
a senszation in the West, She js—-"

“Sh-h-h-h! the bridal party is com-
ing!"—Good Housekeeping,

Net Weight,

A story that might be true of pur-
chasing agents in more than one city
is toid by the Brooklyn BEagle. One
need not question its verity too closely.
for it bas enough of humor to make it
worth retelling,

A physician on the clty health coms
mission ordered five pounds of sponges.
in the course & time he received two
sponges  that together welghed less
than a pound. Later he received a
voucher for him to sign in order that
the contractor might get his pay from
the city, The physician refused to sign
it

“Why wor't you sign?”
contractor,

“Because the order ealls for five
pounds, and the gponges you sent me
don’t welgh more than five ounces.”

“Nonsense, man! I weighed thera
myself."”

“Bo did I. I you don't believe my
figures, there ave the sponges, Weigh
them yoursell,”

“What!”, eried the contractor, looking
at the shrunken sponges. “You don’t
mean to say you welghed them dry!”
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A woman's negative is u;{x—ully posl-
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e THE BAC HABIT NOW.

Dangle From Both the Belt and Wrist
and Large Ones Carrvied.

The bag habit used to be a speclal
characteristic of Bostonian femininity,
and the ugly but serviceable little com-
position of ¢loth and leather that could
stretch to hold all sorts of previous
small belongings from a volume of
Ibsen to a safety hairpin was cele-
brated as the Boston bag from Maine
to California. To-day the bag habit
has seized on womankind and spread
like an epidemie. No shopper, or caller,
or traveler of the petticoat persuasion
feels able to venture beyond the shel
ter of her own home unless a bag is
hung to her belt or swings from her
fingers, and nine-tenths of the feminine
population wear two bags at a time
and comfortably boasts of possession
of half a dozen others at home.

To enumerate a,few of the variously
shaped reticules so essential to woman.
ly convenlence is to mention at least
the side bag, carrviage bag, rallway
bag, wrist bag, handkerchiet bag, thea-
tre bag, and shopping bag. These are
made of everything, from alligator
skin, with pewter mounts, to the finest
gold wire network, in the mesh of
which dozens of tiny diamonds or
turquoise beads are meshed. These
last are so very delicate and
80 very costly that they will
only carry the owner's cobweb pocket
handkerchief, while their price, if both
metal and stones are real, mounts
justitiably into the thousands, The
bag, however, -in which the majority
find the greatest joy and convenienge,
Is the stout, capacious safety shopping
bag of glazed baby alligator skin, lined
with suede, fastened not only with a
snap lock, but satchel elips on the side,
and adjusted by strap and buckle to
one of its outer sides, is an ample purse
with change and bill pockets,

Within the bag is divided, along Its
leathern walls, in flat compartments
for samples, hairpins, cards, fountain
pen, pencil, shopping list, mirror, comb
and smelling salts. The centre of the
bag is lert free to hold parcels, and
as the bottom of the bag pulls out like
a4 bellows a most amazing number of
small things can be cramped in with-
out overtaxing its capacity, This sort
of bag can be bought, all fitted, or
the purchaser can put her own things
into its compartments, though the man-
ufacturer, with great forethought,
mounts the bag itself, the tiny mir-
ror, comb, pen, pen and salts bottle in
aluminum,

Silver and gold and gun metal side
bags have not had thelr popularity in-
Jured in the least by the appearance
of the exquisite brocaded satin and
beaded gilk side bags, mounted with
metal, tops and chains; and the wrist
bag is in as high favor as ever. The
excessively smart wrist bag is made no
longer of suede, but of sweet morocco,
perfumed Russia leather, or velvet
calfskin. If you want to pay the top
price for a wrist bag, ask for an im-
ported one of sea cow skin, mounted In
gun metal and powdered with diamend
sparks.

Women who mislay thelr purses and
suffer from that gentlest form of aber-
ration called dbsence of mind are
adopting joyfully the English expedi-
ent of having their bags chained to
their wrists, At the shop where fine
leather goods are sold broad lizarvd
skin, morocco or Russia leather brace.
lets are brought to buckle or lock on
the left wrist. From the bracelet de-
oends a short silver or gun metal chain,
that can be adjusted to any bag, and
which effectuglly prevents any tricks
of erraut memory, or of pickpockets
and shoplifters. The leather bracelats
arg made to hold watches, but the
most fashionable ones merely show the
owner's initlals burnt or carved on the
skin, and the same lettering is repeated
on the bag that the chain and bracelet
effectually guard.—Washington Star.

In Dressing the Halr,

Never in the history of fashion has
there been so much allowance made
for individual styles as now. In other
eras all women wore their gowns made
in exactly the same way and dressed
the hair in precisely the same mode,
Now, one may see iu any gathering of
fashionable people a score of differeat
styles in dress and colffure.

This is especially to be noticed in
the colffure, as in  that detall even
more latitude is allowed for Indicidual-
ity than in costume, The leading hair-
dressers say that this is largely due
to the great lmprovements made dur-
ing late years, in the preparacion of
“additional” haiv. (*False hair” and
“switches,” be it noted, are no longer
recognized in polite cireles. They are
“additional” halr and “knots.”)

The new methods of preparing hair
for sale have removed the objections
that so long have deterred fastldious
women from using any but thelr own,
and now few and far bhetween are
they who do not supplement nature
with deft touches of art in this respect,

The old fashioned “switch,” with its
thick “stem,” four ior five inches long,
in which were fastened hairs of vary-
ing length, usually straight and conrse,
has been replaced by the knot, This s
made of soft, fine, wavy hair, of equal
length, fastened at the upper end to a
small loop, which Is caught in with
that on the head, The growing halr
18 waved lightly, and the two are
twisted Into a soft, full koot or series

niggardly, one may cover the entire
chevelure with a skilful arrangement
front and back that Is so perfectly
made as to defy detection, That these
are costly in a high degree is not
strange when the amount of trouble
involved in making Is considered. The
net which serves as a foundation is
made of the finest white hair, and a
single bhair is caught In every mesh.
The process is long and tedious, and
demands the utmost delicacy of touch
in the operator. The net and halr are
all Imported, mostly from France, and
are converted by the Amerlean hair-
dressers into the graceful and becom-
hig colffures that are shown on waxen
heads in fashionable shop windows.—
New York Tribune.
Fril Faocies.

The new misty greyish-blue is called
zenith, possibly because it is the color
of the heavens when the mid-day sun
of a hot summer's day gives a hazy at-
mosphere to the sky. It Is a shade
which is becoming to blonde and bru-
nette alike, Delicate reseda, pale hello-
trope, champignon and silver gray are
also favorites,
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The newest lace mittens have their
owner's initials executed in a high dee-
orative woven design upon the back of
the hand, They are liked because they
display the protusion of rings with
which some women now load their
fingers.
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Cromwell shoes, with large buckles,
arve intreduced again for walking, and
for the full dress toilette satin shoes,
with lace inlays, touched with jewels,
are sold,
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Point d-esprit, with pleated ends of
plain lawn, edged with narrow, old-
fashioned Hounces, is vound round the
throat, and plain lawn has baby ribbon
threaded through It, tu make it ser-
viceable,
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Most of the new shirts of batiste and
lawn are left without neckbands, so
that deep Puritan collars of stiffened
lawn can be worn with them, or the
still more alluring soft cambric ones of
great depth with bhand-wrought em-
broidery at the edges.

L I

A dandified stock for the manly girl
Is formed of a broad wlidth of black
satin twice wound round the throat,
the square ends being tixed in frout
with an ornamental pin, or two pins
with a jeweled head attaglied by a fine
gold chalin,

The Kaiser's Little Daughter,

It is whispered In Berlin that the
real ruler of the imperial family is the
Kaiser's little daughter, Princess Vie-
toria Louise, Her father adores her
and she keeps lLer brothers in great
order, says Home Notes. One day the
Emperor was discussing his small
daughter with one of his sisters, and
sald: “When she {8 talking to me she
sometimes forgets that I am the Em-
peror, but she is never oblivious of the
fact that she is His lmperial Majesty's
daughter.,” Her Imperial Highness,
who Is now ten years old, Is not
exactly a pretty child, but she has
a bright, expressive little face, and she
has inherited the physical courage
characteristic of her race,
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Silk petticoats with polka dot de-
signs and finished with medium width
accordion pleated ruffles are new and
pretty.

A new summer textile seen in Paris
recently conslsted of a batiste de sole,
which is a variation of the mousseline,
with a velvet stripe effect,

The newest buckles resemble a bat, '

oxidized, silver or gilt, with wings out-
spread, The velvet or satin ribbou Is
passed through and across the centre
of the body.

Hand-worked white linen, showing
designs of perforated English embrold-
ery and medallions in solid stitching,
Is one of the most effective of the new
embrolderies,

Small turnover collars, in pastel
shades of pink, blue and other popular
colors, recelve a Perslan finish by
designs embroldered in qulet tones of
cottou, or even sllk,

The conventional tie, with laces that
were forever becoming untied, has
given place to a low shoe with high
heels and high, tlaring leather tongue,
finished with a large brass or steel
buckle, These shapes are meant for
street wear,

With a long red child's coat buttoned
with two rows of white pearl buttons
Is worn an effective collar of Ilvish
lace, It Is made of the all-over lace
and finished on the edge with red and
white linen, put on in baunds, the red
and white alterpating.

A couple of other little stocks which
are simple and dainty are made one of
narrow pink-siriped lawn and the other
of dimlty, with a tiny hair line of black
and small cireles, Both of these are
made with top collars, and rather nar-
row ends, which tie in small bows,

Pleated jackets and sleeves are to be
seen in the black silk short outer gav-
ments for women, The whole of the
Jacket is made of wide pleats, and the
gleeve Is the same, opening in a full
bell at the wrist., Some of these jaek-

ets are very short, cutting up in the
centre of both front and back, until
they are not much more than apologles
for garments. 0

|into hot glass jars.
(they will keep hot until all the fruit

o lonbat| RN S —— T i R g AN reea— T —— ]
TREASURE SLAND, ’Ilblew S o geed for him to marry & of loops, #0 that there is no Liut of | ;
ot S AT rich wife, , > 9
NS -FRANE. SILOSS BRRINE “Forgive me!” plended the giri by Dl;l;tﬁi:;t:e lllll:nu;)?«zxctx'wre than usually :: HOUSEHOLD 5 » ¥
Dn that white Caribbean Key, Unless, maybe, at black of night, her s.de, She laid Elizabeth's white "

* # # » + MATTERS
A

PRESERVING FRUIT,

The Best Slzes to Select and High Flavor
Neoded,

Frult of medium size and high flavor
18 best for canning. It should be fully
ripe, but firm and free from bruises
sr rotten specks, Clingstone peaches
are much the best. Choose fruit from
the nearest orchards--that which has
been shipped a long distance seldom
pays for canning, This is particularly
true of pears, which are almost flavor-
less unless ripened on the tree. Fruit
must be picked just as it begins to
turn for loug-distance shipping, hence
is always more or less insipid.

Wash and drain the fruit before be-
ginning to pave it, if it Is the least
bit dusty or sticky. Pare as thin as
possible—the finest fruit flavor lurks
pext the skin. Drop peaches fast as
peeled into a deep jar full of clear
lime water. This prevents their turn-
ing brown and in a measure hardens
them. Leave them whole unless too
pig to go in the can, In that case,
halve, leaving the pit in one half,
When all are peeled, drain off the
‘ime water, cover with fresh water,
!inse well and weigh, Take half the
weight of pared fruit in granulated
sugar, put it cover the fire in a pre-
serving kettle, with half a pint of gin-
ger tea, and the juice of a lemon to
»ach pound, prepared as follows: Pare
off the yellow lemon rind before
squeezing, and put it with the fruit.
Make the*ginger tea by bruising half
i ounce of ginger for each pint
wanted, covering it with bolling water
aind letting it stand for fifteen minutes
sefore straining,

Boil the syrup five minutes, skim-
ming it well at least twice, and when it
boils hard, drop in all the peaches it
will cover. Leave them in until the
kettle again strikes a boil, then »kim
sut with a perforated skimmer and put
Set the jars where
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has been in the syrup. Add a piat of
fresh syrup for each half gallon al-
ready used, DBring it to a quick boil,
skim thoroughly, and fill the cans with
‘t hoiling hot. Scatter the lemon peel
well through the fralt as it is put into
he jars, Seal after filling, and stand
vhere the cooling will be gradual.—
Washington Star,

Cream of Asparagus Soup.

Two bundles of asparagus, one quart
of white stock or water, one pint of
milk, one of cream, if stock is used,
but if water, use all cream. Three
tablespoonfuls of butter, three of flour,
one onion, salt and pepper. Cut the
tops from one bunch of asparagus and
cook them twenty minutes in salted
water to cover., The remainder of the
asparagus cook twenty minutes in the
quart of gtock or water, Cut the onion
In thin slices and fry in the butter ten
minutes, being careful pot to burn;
then add the asparagus that has been
boiled in the stoek; cook five minutes,
stirring constantly, then add flour and
*00k five minutes longer. Turn this
mixture into the boiling stock and boil
gently twenty minutes. Rub through

t sieve, add the milk and cream which
1as just come to a boil, and also the
isparagus tips.
sepper

Season with salt and
and serve,

Rints for the
Housewife,
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Cool rain water and soda will re-
move machine grease from washable
fabrics,

A tablespoonful of sugar added to
milk that is to be boiled for custard or
sauce lessens the danger of the liguid
burning.

To blanch a few almonds and put
them into soft gingerbread just before
putting it into the oven makes the cake
more tasty.

Wash fabrics that are inclined to
fade should be soaked and rinsed in
very salt water, to set the color, be-
fore washing in the suds,

Inexpensive Jute tapestries may be
had in strong, rich colorings that make
very desirable summer hangings; the
blue and the green are especially good.

Kerosene will make tin kettles as
bright as new. Saturate a woolen rag
and rub with it, It will also remove
stains from the clean varnished furni-
ture.

The best way to take grease spots out
of carpets i3 to mix a littie soap into &
gallon of warm water, then add half
an ounce of borax; whsh the part well
with a clean cloth, and the grease or
dirty spot will disappear.

Black lace may be washed in warm
water, to which a little borax has bden
added in the proportion of a teaspoon-
ful to a pint. This lace should never
be dried by the fire, as it wlll turn
rusty., To sponge It use an old black

! kid glove,

All ecanned vegetables should be
opened and set aside, it possible out of
doorsfor some time, perhaps half an
hour, before using, Thus the oxygen,
removed in the process of ecanning, Is
restored to them, and with it muech
of the fresh taste,

Beeswax and salt will make your
rusty flatirons as clean and smooth
as glass, Tie a lump of wax In a rag
and keep it for that purpose. When
the irons are hot, rub them first with

the wax rag, the scour with a paper
or cloth sprinkled with salt,



